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My friend replied:
'That makes me very uncomfortable: there are so many
things to be read in a sleeping face!'
Her next words had in them a note of gentle reproach:
'Even in sleep you guard your secrets well. There is one
whole part of yourself which you conceal from us, from us who
love you/
He got to his feet, and, when he spoke, his voice was harsh.
'Do you think you have the right to twist words from their
true sense? When you say "love" have you the slightest idea
what that means ?'
I had moved a little way off, but not so far as to prevent me
from hearing Florence say with terrifying sweetness.
'Yes, Augustin, I know what to love means/
The prudent pinnaces had turned, making for harbour.
A squadron of heavy clouds was assembling in the west,
where now the Atlantic was noisily assailing the sandy shore.
I remember Augustin's livid face, the rather plebeian gesture
with which he wiped his damp forehead with the back of his
hand. She, however, with thoughts only for her wretched
trickery, went on:
'Are you never going to tell me what you were like as a
child 21 feel I have some claim to know about your past. Will
you not open the door that I may no longer feel a stranger ?'
I saw a flicker of suspicion in his eyes, as though he were
faintly conscious of something too pressing in her purpose,
something discordant in the tremolo to which she had treated
him. But he did no more than make a gesture of refusal,
standing silent, with his face pressed to the streaming window-
pane.